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So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high,
Through the dear might of Him that walked the
waves,
Where, otter groves and other streams along,
With nectar pure Ms 0027 locks he laves,
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song,
la the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love.
There entertain him all the Saints above,
In solemn troops, and sweet societies,
That sing, and singing in their glory move,
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.
Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more;
Henceforth thon art the Genius of the shore,
In thy large recompense, and shalt be good
To all that wander in that perilous flood.
Thus sang the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills,
While the still morn went out with sandals grey:
He touched the tender stops of various quills,
With eager thought warbling Ms Doric lay:
And now the sun had stretched out all the hills,
And now was dropt into the western bay.
At last he rose, and twisted his mantle blue :
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new.